Flos Mevcatorum

Prentices in red and ray, marchaunts in their

saffron,

Aldermen in violets, and minstrels in white,
Clerks in homely hoods of budge, and wives with

crimson wimples,

Thronging   as   to  welcome   him  that  happy
summer night.

"Back," they cried, and "Clear the way," and

caught the ringing bridle-reins:
" Wait! the Watch is going by this vigil of St

John i"
Merrily laughed the chapmen then, reining their

great white horses back,
"When the pageant passes, lad, we'll up and
follow on!"

There, as thick the crowd surged, beneath the

blossomed ale-poles,

Lifting up to Whittington a fair face afraid,
Swept against his horse by a billow of mad-cap

prentices,

Hard  against  the stirrup  breathed  a green-
gowned maid.

Swift he drew her up and up, and throned her

there before him,
High above the throng with her laughing April

eyes,

Like a Queen of FaSrie on the great pack-saddle.
" Hey 1" laughed the chapmen, " the prentice
wins the prize!"
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